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But Noah he sinned, and we have sinned;  on
tipsy feet we trod,
Till a great big black teetotaller was sent to us
for a rod,
And you can't get wine at a P.S.A., or chapel,
or Eisteddfod,
But the Curse of Water has come again because
of the wrath of God,
And water is on the Bishop's board and the
Higher Thinker's shrine,
But I don't care where the water goes if it doesn't
get into the wine.
THE ROLLING ENGLISH ROAD
BEFORE the Roman came to Rye or out of Severn
strode,
The rolling English drunkard made the rolling
English road,
A reeling road, a rolling road, that rambles round
the shire,
And after him the parson ran, the sexton and the
squire;
A merry road, a mazy road, and such as we did
tread,
The night we went to Birmingham by way of
Beachy Head.
I knew no harm of Bonaparte and plenty of the
Squire,
And for to fight the Frenchman I did not much
desire;
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